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rather fortunate for two of the ladies who were taken quite ill on the train.
We stopped at Genoa a few hours where my husband wanted to visit the house where Christopher Columbus is said to have been born. In one room was a charming little marble statue of him as a boy. One could let one's imagination have full rein and enter into the dreams of the youth setting out to find a new world!
Our arrival in Rome will always be the most brilliant canvas in all the rich pictures in my memory. Before we left Paris it had been grey with constant rain, rain, rain. But here the sky was a dome of sapphire pouring golden sunshine over a radiant world. The ancient beauty of Rome needs no tribute from me, but those who know and love it must picture the added brilliance of streets covered with the golden sands brought from the Mediterranean Sea, a time-honoured custom accorded to returning military conquerors and to visiting heads of States. The long windows of every house along the way were open wide, and from each hung rare old brocades or velvets with arms embroidered on them. American and Italian flags were flying and the people crowding everywhere. Troops lined every street, wearing their picturesque uniforms and "two-story'* caps. And the flowers! From the roofs, the windows and balconies, poured a veritable shower of purple violets and golden mimosa. From baskets filled with them, from white arms kden with them, they fell about our stately coaches, a libation fit for the gods.
Their Majesties had welcomed us at the station, and after the formal greetings and speeches, and review of troops, we had entered the royal coaches to proceed to the Quirinal Palace. I rode with the lovely Queen, who looks in every way her part, and I never had a greater thrill than that marvellous drive. At the Palace we were escorted to our gorgeous apartments. The President's suite was in the section known as the Manica Lunga Portide and looked out upon